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Japanese Overture

I SHALL never forget die day when I first landed in
Japan. It was in February, after two weeks on the
monotonous Pacific. I was up at seven; the sun shone
already; the air was clear as glass. "Go forward till
you reach a notice saying 'No admittance/ " smiled
die officer. "Go right on. You'll see her facing you."
I obeyed. I looked before me and saw nothing.
Bitterly disappointed, I was about to turn away when
I realized that the blue expanse that I was staring at
was not die empty sky but the shimmer of a veil of
snow. Hanging in the sky, ice-still, severed from the
earth below, and held up as by a picture-cord, a
great snowy pyramid, in whose shadow we might
anchor as it seemed in half an hour, filled half the
heavens. Two hundred miles away, and twelve
thousand feet above my head, Mount Fuji faced me.

I let an hour pass. The sea glistened; white-prowed
fishing boats dipped and danced among the waves.
Without flicker, widiout shadow, without movement;
secret and still; Mount Fuji faded.

I never saw it again* And although, to the inhabitants